THE DAY HE EXPLODED ONTO THE SCENE 
The Scene: 


It had to be the place, the right place, for men and women. 

The place where lovers reunite to form a big whole: a big big big whole. 

Nothing in the world has staged itself so disastrous than this, 

but nothing as ordinary as this has ever developed. 

Four women, Five men. 

Together by this source people meet, then reveal 5 little secrets about their home town. 
It's based on the backtracking of people. No good. 

No evil has come upon this town. 

People speak in several tongues and the chaos falls between these stupid spells; 
what we have is a cage full of birds --- birdbrain and insane, 

breathing the last breath of the insane for insanity. 

Many men rejected their humane dispositions, not for life but for this situation. 

The kind of rejection that happens at times when teenagers rejected lovers or 

when children retarded their dreams like a bunch of monkeys in suits without ties. 
When their faces turned on each other, fury began on this long day of a reconstruction. 
Loop to those days when it all came together and people fought for what was new, 

not the true new but the dreams people had for tomorrow's parties. 

They're at the table once again separating the world from themselves, 

loners who had returned in a daze, those crazy days at parties and sports bars. 

"But no no no no no, | just want to live in a world of good people" 

(the world of good and evil) but this philosophy monkeyed up the truth. 

Nothing more but insanity inside the heads of insane men. 

Their luck went down. Oh no, what have we here another brother from the service? 
Oh no, what is this boy doing here? 

No son, you got to run run away from all that crap they put on TV and in the newspapers. 
That sucks nothing better than a clean head, don't get messed up in this place. 

But the word is: go go go go! 

Go find what the word is. Is he gonna find out? 


The Way: 


Hell hole and heads are lost. 

No time to fear. 

5 sons and a daughter came on TV to talk about life. 
"Life sucks, but done a good job livin it." 

Their world Knows people better than the rest. 

| just live in a hell hole. 

Hell breath. 

A good friend is what | need. 

He's a devil, not Jesus Christ. 

Too many people doing stupid things. 

It's enough for me, take it with a grain of salt. 

My time is out but | live my life thoroughly. 

Just a little trinket to hold in my hand, just that and nothing else... just to look at. 
The Way is my way... nothing but solitude and a friend by my bed, 
humming cool songs until the morning. 

"Tell me son,” | ask, “What are you fighting this for’?” 

“Just use the way: The eternal stride to the light.” 


The Outcome: 


Our story is on the loose. 

Main street: all the way down down down. 

Now the place looks dead and no one is going to explain what was what, or how it happen. 
The cats read poems, sorted out on the table at the local cafe 

Time has begun again with a fresh start 

all the gooses left with the rotten eggs and they finally made it back home. 
People in stores walk out to look at the window display 

They munch on franks & fries. 

The mystery ends with a standing ovation; 

what more do we need? 

A little inspiration and caffeine keeps me going 

All through the days, my friend. 

This town once had its mud and degenerates many days ago... 

Now it's seen the face of faces (or the faces of smiles) nothing more my dear. 
All this town needs is a smile. 

Was once ano man's land. 

Now it has me. 


Insanely scribbled by 
Dann Vazquez 
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B-Bonk Of The Monks 


Liar to death 

a real man 

gun sacked, gun sacked 
Today | give you a papa mass 
Meditation 

Meditation 

Meditation 

Bonk bonk bonk 

(Buddhist Monk) 

Deep thoughts by bonk bonk bonk 
b-bonk b-bonk, b-bonk b-bonk 
bonk bonk 

“breathe it in" 

“breathe itout" 

“spit it out" 

“throw it out" 

“turn it up" 

“tune it on" 
AHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH! 
being left with your pants down 
plump, plunk, k-plunk k-plunk 
K-K-K-K-K-K 

P-P-P-P-P-P-P 

L-L-L-L-L-L-L 

U-U-U-U-U-U 

N-N-N-N-N-N 

K-K-K-K-K-K 


Slow down, shot down 
together 

and for for for 

EVER. 


Banana Twanged 


“Ohe will not listen to you. You lied to her already and now she's begging the deliveryman to please her!" 
The woman struggled to her feet, thoughts expelled into words which she saved for her last minute 
discourse. 

The words pulsated. Her mind was on one thing. 

A copy of yesterday’s newsletter became bottled up in her head 

"My daughter will be here any second so | advise you to leave,” Mother commanded to the milkman. 
seventeen years old and heading in no direction. 

Mrs Jane Doe's daughter had ruined her own play, came to take his hand, but dropped it during first inning 
(Too stiff) 

Not your average, far-fetched child; photographic static running through her eyes. 

An undecided girl. 

In her mind pops a time when she had laid flat on her back, nude in the sand. 

On her legs were scattered 100 nachos and the banana caught on it's first twang. 


The Blue Cats 


stay to the left you stupid tramp! 

| can take you at any hour and make you feed me when the weather is hot. 

The cool breeze shifted over his face like a dog's tail sweeping a flea. 

The letters were rolling down the hill and kites were speaking French. 

| did not know what time of day it was, but all | saw were blue cats 

Riding on cloud nine, which landed in the arid desert of the Sahara. 

lt occurred to me that the blue cats were only loved by their sisters on Halloween, 

and explains why “bats of the night swallow their prey in cat dens on stormy Mondays.” 
Does this have to end or does it mean anything at all 

lt just makes me cry when | see children dancing in the summer rain 

And they have no idea where they are or what they are doing. 

Just think of it; | have towels in my private baskets and black is my favorite colour. 
Does this mean that I'm a “tritophile” 

and | can't tie my shoes upside down in the big city. 

Life goes by so fast, | can't even think when | going to make a soul in my bad pajamas. 
My pajamas wore out two days ago, but |! can dance fine now... 

| just hope | can write. 


Gypsy Devils 


America America 

The home of the brave 

What turns me into this wandering Caucasion? 

Has it been the books I've read or maybe the shows | watch 

| ask the question 

But | still wander 

America America 

The land of the free 

| dance with the survivors but soon they'll die 

Black hustlers curse my name, dirt is soread by Pentecostal preachers 
Lonesome | am, but I'll still wander. 

Music is the only English that speaks to me. 

simple they are who will not follow, simple | am | can not translate 
Suspended in the air,or is ita dream 

Devil's Tower is below my feet. 

America America 

Or should | care, you shot yourself but the devil inside lives 
Hitlers and hicks cry in pain, but we make our own decisions 
Angry lam 

So | wander. 


Insuppressible 


Satellite son of a guns 

searching through their past files 

Zen-crocks, breeders, papier-mache creatures of the night. 
Low-life, picturesque 

Expecting more than they can get. 

TV babies renouncing their consequences. 

Quadric minded 

part fetus, part angel, part Gnostic, part savage. 
Hammerheads; loners trapped in a vortex. 

O such children as these need love from a parent, if ever there is one. 


Phairism And Monotony 


Written down 

fast as the Road Runner's legs; 

A one and only. 

such a view of erotic paintings above the foot of my bed. 
Creates a vision in front of my eyes. 

Artificial colours stroked with a unique sadness. 

Red, Aqua Blue, Purple! 

Such a mixture; at this time | get up from a nap. 

It’s according to my clock, 2:17 a.m. 

A time to relax, after deep concentration on guitar theory — it is. 
Lightbulbs flickering. 

Discussions with myself 

produced by the use of a Phairish language. 

suddenly the visions end; crystal clear as if on a lapse from LSD. 
Unknown, forbidden virus of ecstasy 

Long waits for a Beefheart espresso. 

Finally the sun comes up; a sliver the can pierce one's eye like the naked fangs of a cobra. 
sleep has come, death hasn't; 

Anything else would be too insignificant. 


Wonderloving Occasion 


Rock & roll car ride, disturbing sounds project from radio. 

“Turn it off or turn it down!", a mother shouts. 

Creativity runs through me bones; inspiration, persperation — | Love It. 
Toyotas on our tail, we slow down. 

| look through the restaurant's window; times a checkin’ but not time yet. 
Hoping, waiting for an enjoyable dinner. 

We sit. 

Chaotic sounds travel hither and thither; 

cross-eyed fellows, & beautiful blondes passing by on foot. 

As Mother & | stroll away from car (rusted by acidic weathering) 

| carry the weight of nineteen years, and staggered aimlessly to restaurant door. 
Window seat, waiters’ smiling eyes like miniature Supernovas. 
A swell dinner & hugs galore: picking a right meal (not wrong). 
Leaving a touch in my body, and leaving the rest for love. 
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